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T O P S A I L
We w a t c h e d  t h e  b ea ch  rol l  over  o n  i t se l f  
be f o r e  m y  a u n t  t u r n e d  to coke ,  
t u r n e d  up  m u g - s h o t  in n e w s p a p e r s .
I was  seven,  a n d  she  a n d  he r  t h r e e  
lovely s t e p d a u g h t e r s  s e n t  m e  u p  a n d  d o w n  
» t he  s t eps  o f  o u r  r e n t e d  t i m e s h a r e  
j u s t  o u t  o f  s i g h t  o f  t h e  wate r .  
t We  wer e  a lways  o u t  o f  s i gh t  o f  t h e  wate r .
I hey  t o l d  me  w h a t  t h e y  w a n t e d  
by color ,  a n d  I w o u l d  ca r r y  u p  f r o m t h e  l ine 
smal l  s c r aps  o f  s u n b l c a c h c d ,  w i n d - d r i e d  
c l o t h i n g  so t h e y  c o u l d  s k i n n y  i n t o  t h e m ,  
t h r o w  o n  a t - s h i r t ,  h e a d  for  t h e  waves .
My  d i ck  go t  ha r d ,  m y  f i nger s  j us t  
p ressed i n t o  t h i n g s  I d i d n ’t u n d e r s t a n d  
b u t  k n e w  1 w a n t e d ,  n e e d e d .
Years l a t er  w h e n  t h ey  we r e  lost  
to bad  b o y f r i e n d s ,  a s u i c i d e d  fa ther ,  
r i pp l e  a n d  swel l  of  d i v o r c e — all o f  t h e m ,  
l o n g  g o n e — I r e m e m b e r  m o s t l y  t h e  s a n d  
a l o n g  t h e  edges  o f  t h e  s t ree t .  H o w  we  s k i p p e d  
b a r e f o o t  across  t h e  p a v e m e n t ,  b u b b l i n g  
o f  t h e  t ar  for  as l o n g  as we  c o u l d  s t a n d  it, 
a n d  t h e n  b a c k  i n t o  t h e  sandy ,  we a k  grass
to cool  aga in  wh i l e  we wa l k e d  
e nd l es s l y  t o w a r d  t he  ocean .
Its b r e ak  a n d  rise,  w i n d  t h r o u g h  
; gu l l s ’ m o u t h s  d r o w n i n g  o u r  l augh t e r .
M y  a u n t  l o o k i n g  over  he r  s h o u l d e r  
wh i l e  t h o s e  gi r l s  o f  her s  pa i r e d  up,  
s u r r o u n d e d  me ,  t o o k  t u r n s  
f e r r y i ng  me  across  t h e  last  o f  t h e  s t reet s .
